A WINDOW IN THRUMS
poo'er beauty has. I mind when I was a
callant readin' aboot Mary Queen o' Scots till
I was fair mad, lads ; yes, I was fair mad at
her bein* deid. Ou, I could hardly sleep at
nichts for thinking o' her."

** Mary was spunky as weel as a beauty/1
said Hookey, "an* that's the kind I like,
Lads, what a persuasive tid she was! **

" She got roond the men," said Hendry,
" ay, she turned them roond her finger* That's
the warst o' thae beauties."

" I dirma gainsay," said T'nowhead, " but
what there was a little o* the deevil in Maiy,
the crittur."

Here T'nowhead chuckled, aad then looked
scared.

" What Mary needed," said Tammas, u was
a strong man to manage her."

"Ay, man, but it's ill to manage thae
beauties. They gie ye a glint a* their een, an*
syne wbaur ans ye ? **

"Ah, they can be managed," said Tamnaas
"There's   naebody   nat'rafly
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